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SAYS WE'RE COMMIES
^ Brooklyn: I think your paper is a dirty, filthy, crummy rag, and it stinks like hell. . . . You are a bunch of Communist rats. I hate everything connected with you, from the editor all the way to the newsboy who sells this stinking paper. I can make my language stronger, but some children might read this.
BOOST FOR  BILBO
Brooklyn: Mr. Bilbo was legally elected Senator, so where does Mr. Irving Ives get the right to kick about him? ... I think The News is owned by Republican millionaires who force The News to keep out all letters to the Voice which are against the Republican Party.
SAYS WE'RE DECADENT PUNKS
Manhattan: Are the editors of The News a bunch of decadent intellectual punks, or are they fitted to direct the people into a better life? I think they are decadent punks, and if we lived in a virile country where dueling was legal I would enjoy meeting these decadent punks in a duel . . .
GOT PLASTERED
Bronx: News, when I realized that your fondest wish would not come true, that you could not soak the people with the totf [subway] fare, I felt so sorry for you that I went out and got stinking drunk.
SAYS WE'RE OPIUM-COATED
Brcnx: The News reminds me of an opium-coated poison pill, with sex and crime stories and comic strips covering up malicious columns that work against the people's interests. Your paper exists as a monument to the stupidity of the human race.
As Others See Us
Recently I have been asking visitors from abroad what impressed them most about the United States, with particular reference to the New York area:
An Austrian diplomat: The copiousness and variety of foreign accents heard in the streets.
A German novelist: Space. Lcbensraum. The impression that no crisis can be really severe or permanent in this country because people are free to move around so much.
A young English girl: The steam rising from manholes in the streets, and the fact that so many policemen are so fat.
A foreign correspondent returning after seven years away: Rise in number and conspicuousness of Negroes, and a breakdown in standards of etiquette.
A wealthy central European refugee: "In the law courts, they have to prove me wrong!"